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had voted against inviting their husbands. That should give you
some idea of the nature of the party.
Josh declared it was his duty as a bank official to appear. Three
months ago he became an assistant cashier, but I don't consider him
a real official since he got the title instead of a richly deserved raise,
At any rate, I thought a truly loving husband wouldn't choose to
mingle socially with a lot of man-crazy, young subordinates. Josh
supervises a group of twenty teen-agers who specialize in tight
sweaters and plunging necklines. The bleached-blond siren whose
desk is beside his—her name is Marilyn, and she is fluttering around
Josh every time I stop in at the bank—spends her entire salary on
clothes and in beauty shops. I can't compete with her, but I prefer
not to share Josh's company with Marilyn in the evening as well as in
the daytime, I lowered my pride, a hard thing for me, and asked
him to stay away from the party to demonstrate his loyalty. He re<-
fused. We argued the matter for weeks. Eventually we compro-
mised.
Josh agreed to eat dinner at the country club, take two drinks at
the most, dance once, and come home by 10 p.m. After he left the
house and the children were in bed, I put up their Christmas tree
by myself. It wasn't any fun. Ten o'clock came and went, but Josh
didn't come. By half-past ten I had begun to worry. At elevea
o'clock I was frantic; one minute I would imagine a terrible traffic
accident, the next minute I would picture Josh complimenting
Marilyn or some other girl on her glamorous evening dress.
At eleven-fifteen I telephoned the country club. The bank party
was still in full swing. In the distance I could hear music and sing-
ing and people laughing. It took forever, but finally Josh came to
the phone. In a cold, curt voice he said he had been unavoidably
delayed but would be home in fifteen minutes.
He broke that promise, too. It was half-past twelve before he ar-
rived- The moment he came weaving in I discovered the cause of
the unavoidable delay. His face was plastered with lipstick; there
was lipstick on his collar, there was lipstick in his hair. His hair was
tousled where some girl had been running her fingers through iL

